To British Reporters 


| say chaps it’s well & good, 
& fair game, even, you hung 


our fellow up with blunt & 
provocative questions, but 


there IS decorum! Study 


our correspondents. 
Their purple tongues. 


Hawks Bolster...President* 


Their children certify 
the family script of bub- 


ble patriotism, & sly 
noblesse midst ter- 
races front- 


ing country clubs to 
kids of untouchables 


serving gin & tonics here, 
blood inside The Raj. 


*Washington Post 


Grooving the Grove 


From Armani into LL Bean 
and thus authority unwinds 


at picnic tables broadcasting 


beer and snacks-- 
avowedly low class. 


One who drinks a sixpack 
more than necessary 
goes on over deaths. 


Two burly acolytes 
escort him away 
from the neocon table. 


“This Bleeding Hearts 
Headquarters?” they in- 
quire at another. “It is 
now,” comes the answer. 


How all the grove looks then 
towards whitest eminence for wit! 


To raucous cheers announceth he 
“These pretzels are making me thirsty!” 


Price of Freedom 


When troopers sneered faggot! 
as they arranged panties upon 
prisoners' heads, | explicated 


the more dynamic cultural matrix 
for them. Waterboarding they 
were even more simplistic 

about. My job, again, to 


have them see through policy's 
glass. Many are mere children 


and, again, we must educate since 
the trivial and permissive system 
has flopped once more...encore, 


encore-vastly sick of it yet? 
The multitudinous pressures 


have gotten to me 
| regret to say 


I've masturbated to injury 
several times. | feel I'll 
stop when | get out of here. 


Laying down, as The Bible says, 
my burden. Necessary burden 
imposed by God and Country. 


